d(%n. The sense of Ms threatened happiness crumbling
a little more as every second passed shook him mon-
strously. Even if she did come now it would only be to
say that she could not stay. And he decided that it was
probably she who was to blame for a delay which a
very little courage and ingenuity could have avoided.
His disappointment was tinged now with a sort of
hatred for her who voluntarily allied herself with the
enemy and added her own blows to the blows of
destiny.
Anxiety gave way to a sudden notion that he might
have mistaken the rendezvous. He remembered passing
another cross-roads. And at once, dry-lipped, he rushed
off, running at full speed down the road which was
already darkening between its bordering pines,
There was no one there. Perhaps at this very moment
she was looking for him at the place he had just aban-
doned. He set off again, panting, despairing, almost
weepinginthe darkness. The cross-roads wereempty. And
in face of this solitude a deep despair overcame him. She
had failed to come because she was afraid, because she
was a coward; she had abandoned him. Hoping against
all hope, he waited a little longer still. At last, worn
out, distracted with misery and anxiety, he started
heavily back towards the town.
The gas jets were lighted. He went in. A little lamp
without a shade shed a crude and mournful light over
the details of a room cluttered with ill-assorted odd-
ments, and he sat down alone to his scanty meal, so
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